1. 

Twilight. That hour of dusk that dims our dispassionate sunshine into a more stark default 
of being. Nature's temporal per diem if ish-ness, an identity crisis with no nominal pivot. 
Namely the mask of form, the shape of emptiness — really heady phrases that go down like a 
fistful of pills — the language of the unwanted. 

Unwantedness is a particular creature. It is not a progeny in any decent sense; it didn't 
progress from any incarnation of The Other- he who is never what he seems. Nor is there some 
logical imperative demanding its existence. There is instead a self-germination that transpires 
spontaneously — the self no longer wants, and so the self is unwanted. Twilight is the 
terror-struck purgatory between existing too much and too little. Little enough is known about it 
(else that it does exist) but that it is is enough to pause when that hour passes. Listen. Feel the 
heaviness in the air, the imminence. 

If anyone were to walk up to you and hear your thoughts, could you meet their eye? How 
white are your knuckles lately? Leaves are collected everywhere, they cover the earth. If 
there is a breeze, it is too little to cut to the heart of the matter when these dimly lit skies hum 
idly above us. Who can tell me what I cannot know? I see and I model, and when I predict 
correctly, I think I recognize beauty. Beauty is a mirror whose reflection one approves, but the 
original fact was always the approval. What has been reflected is arbitrary at best: sticks, dead 
limbs, bubble wrap along the game trail. I cringe. Half-dark with a half-ht moon the sky is 
mocking now, mocking and still and silent. I heard myself thinking about a pin drop, I'm 
beginning to crack. Bits and pieces of something substantial are seeping out but I'll never admit 



it. I'd never admit the little lies underneath the big ones. Forces I don't see move me and here it 
is again, here is twilight. I pause and look around. 

Yes, the air is heavy enough. It lays flat on you like wool and you sweat or you shiver, 
and you close your blinds. Very still, people surprise you when they speak. To you, they were 
speaking to you. Maybe you snap at someone, you just wanted to get away. You have become a 
professional escape artist. You develop scripts. You avoid certain words and overuse others. You 
have a misplaced sense of accountability because you take the time to make excuses to yourself 
A slow clap from the audience, a woodpecker, footsteps. The biopsy results are in. You thought 
you would have had a magnificent time, you thought and thought and thought. You're doing it 
again. 

You began to address me in the second person, instead of the first . We slipped all the 
way to third person earlier, remember? Smoke rises in the distance, a plume dissipating into 
clouds in the two-toned vista. Maybe smoke always ends up as clouds. Maybe it must. Darkness 
is void in the absence of hght, and the law of compensation justifies the righteous by the acts of 
the wicked: this is the life we live behind. The air hums with misplaced expectation, clouds 
become exaggerated parodies in the absent mind. This is the life we cannot leave behind. Just 
before we drifted off to sleep the other day, I remember wondering something important. 
Something devastating. You told me to forget, and I listened. I can only listen. I have no choice 
but to hear. 

Here and now we sit and shudder at the thought of intrusion and the exposition of facade 
that feels so imminent. You'll never see me bat an eye. This house was full before it was empty, 
and I rearrange over and over and empty out and start up again. There's a reflection, a ghost of 



the last arrangement of course. I am only a product of "my" environment. Each new presentation 
is fresh and complete, but they are perennial and must die off eventually. Flowers that I hope 
bloom fuller each year are pruned and enjoyed for a time by the parts of the part that is me, and 
then they void their tenure. 

This is the hope. This is the mantra, the holy prayer murmured from uncertain lips. 
Spring will come again. Spring will come again. My eyes will open, and spring will come again. 
Twilight is here, and I've shut my eyes to drown myself out. One day, I know, the night will last 
forever and seasons will be no more. No mourning should come before that night, lest the 
morning come and reinforce the delusion. I am here. I am now. Equal signs, not name tags: 
equivalent and indistinguishable. Get a grip before your last light slips away. And as the light 
still fades away from you, trees contort and grasp at your legs from beyond the clearing. The 
earth won't tell the truth again until the light is gone completely. Sleep comes easy now, the 
suspense is over and we can breathe again. 

2 

Atrophy. Existential entropy, as though to exist weren't the only thing at all. Snuffed out 
like a blue-tongued pilot and still we claim to be. What's gone then? Aim in any particular 
direction and you'll be guaranteed to be aiming at oblivion, a static hum. We can't take it with 
us? What's worse, we can't not leave it behind. The seeds have been planted and the polls are all 
closed in this saturnine apparition of a time and place. 

The day is drawing to an end and the darkness is closing in. A memory is a whisper from 
a phantom; I am an angel of light. I'm much smaller now, I've withered and I've become frail. 
The broken parts broke the other parts I suspect. I can't imagine what lives there might exist but 



that they must be better. I feel a giant of a magnetism deep inside that hes somehow inert and 
ineffectual, an enigma. It grips me sometimes. It takes hold and I hold my breath. Now it is only 
an idea though. Beyond words but falling short of reality. I must be still now, I must still the 
world. 

Who's fear is the greater, I wonder. Mine spooks my scurrying through the church, 
telling me how far I'll have to run. The other never leaves the drjrwall, never has the chance to 
freeze and feel the terror. A cold fear; a slow poison grants a half-lived life. Suffocation or 
asphjrxiation, take your pick. Do you know anyone who has moved beyond it? It is not the 
dogmatist, the worshipper of fear. Flipping on the light just brings the details in focus. Let there 
be Light (because if you cannot see it then it's not really there). What is fear then? Blind 
acceptance. Periods and hypothetical questions; guilt. Unwilling to accept the present, you are 
presented an alternate narrative that lets you avoid it. Fear is the absolute, is the pages of every 
dictionary, is the autopsy report. 
3. To the self 

So what is fear to you then? Fear is that clock on the wall that promises twilight will end 
and something else is coming. Fear is the promise of meaning, fear is the fix on the game. It is 
the illusion that a man must be something that is good in itself, that evil's nature is distinct. If 
you have desire, you must have unease. If you have individuality, you must be a bigot. A 
homunculus is birthed every time we become more a self, seeking any means necessary to 
remind us to once again, "5e." 

Why is it we mind when our minds leave us? "It's not a matter of 'mind over matter,' if 
your mind doesn't matter," said the Hatter. Why is a smile the measure of the human condition 



when crusades plot the course of its history? Night may come and close me in a dank smothering 
fog all in one motion and the panic will come. It will come as it must and I will regard it 
voice-lessly. Agony is the heart of wisdom. Pride is the father of pain. The humble man has no 
mass, no substance — I know that now. Greatest of all is the reward of nothing in infinite excess. 

Do it. Away with every last part of your identifying psyche. Go ahead and let The Other 
think that you exist as. Your body is your temple, and your sacrifice is your ego. Purity has never 
been anything more than the technical term for peace, and peace calls for all things in their time. 
Never speak a word without forgetting it; admit that you don't believe in the past. Smile for your 
"health" dammit. Just smile. It won't change anything measurable, so you know it can't be 
totally insignificant. Engage yourself and disengage yourself but never be engaged. Seek the 
sandalwood scented waters of the Jordan and cast the excess off. Celebrate that there must be a 
reason to celebrate, and be glad that you might learn what it is. The hard decisions are the ones 
you will never admit that you've made. Look up and see no strings and know that sleep is given 
in proportion to a man's bravery, even as you dread the sentient night. 

A last thought here. Will-power and laziness are cop-outs. They are excuses, apologetic 
constructs. There are the facts of the matter, and then there are the tools at hand. The buzzing 
humming itchy charge in the air has conditioned you, and you have forgotten that you created it. 
Choose a door is the important thing. Flip a switch. Stand up to the tjTanny that gives names and 
names prices, and consider the world devalued. The greatest feat you will ever accomplish will 
be the construction of your mind — a nameless mechanical tribute to the chaotic masterpiece of 
nature. 

4. A list (in progress) of things that may be important to remember: 



• If there is no beginning, then there can be no end. 

■ (creation does not obey the laws of logic) 

• In order for there to be a greatest, there must be a least. 

• The darkest places come with the most secrets. 

• Patterns are the evidence of ultimate indivisible deity and the smoking gun beside the 
miserable corpse of a self-perpetuated individuality. 

• A mind is the most powerful manifestation of the authentic nature of reality by 
definition. 

■ All reality is mind(s). 

■ A mind can be made up of other minds, or a part of another. 

■ No part of a mind is less than the whole of the mind. 

• Some minds achieve consciousness by merit of their constituents. 

■ The opposite of consciousness is diversity. 

• As scope increases, diversity decreases. 

• As the preceding time increases, the likelihood of encountering a fi-iction capable of 
swifty devastating a given accrued amount of momentum decreases 

• The devil is every bit as real as you are. Bit for bit, in fact. 

• Expectations beget superficial evaluations. 

The fifth section, entitled "What is Time (and Why We're Wrong About That)" 
You will be able to read this once the future becomes reality. 

6. 

Dawn. There isn't a beam of sunlight breaking through 



7. 

Details. Infinite focus. 



